As the scientific artist sat at her desk, she meticulously drew the intricate device in SVG code. Her coworker, a lab assistant, was busy cleaning up the lab, sweeping up the dust and debris left behind from the previous experiment. 

The room was silent except for the soft scratching sound of the artist's pen on her tablet, and the occasional sound of the broom sweeping across the floor. The light in the lab was dim, casting shadows on the walls that seemed to dance with each flick of the broom.

As the artist continued to draw, her coworker spoke up, breaking the silence. "It's a shame about Dr. Johnson," he said, referring to the scientist who had been killed over his work. 

"Yes, it is," the artist replied, not looking up from her work.

"He was a brilliant man, but he just couldn't keep all his ideas straight. He had so many different projects going on at once, it's a wonder he got anything done at all."

The artist nodded in agreement. "It's true. He was always coming up with new ideas and theories, but he never seemed to be able to focus on just one thing at a time. It was like he had too many tabs open in his brain."

The lab assistant chuckled. "Yeah, I know the feeling. Sometimes I feel like my brain is going to explode with all the things I have to remember."

The artist smiled. "I know what you mean. But at least we have each other to keep each other on track."

The lab assistant nodded. "That's true. And we'll make sure that Dr. Johnson's work doesn't go to waste. We'll carry on his legacy and make sure his ideas are heard."

The artist nodded in agreement. "Yes, we will. And hopefully, we can make a breakthrough that will make him proud."

As the two of them continued to work, they felt a sense of determination and purpose. They knew that they had a responsibility to carry on the work of their fallen colleague, and they were ready to rise to the challenge.